John
Tudnef
the grating wheel on wheel of earth and sky.

Hold out no hands to spring,

to the adolescent.

This is no carnival

that we tread,

no frolic of resurgent noisy blood.

There must be equal joy:

and such conten t as two,

as, hand in hand,

two on awakening from their love

behold the orderly daylight arched above.

119